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THE WEATHER.
The official forecast for to-day indicates fair

ircathar, preceded by showers; cooler, northerly
trtnd.

Up to the present time Mr. Quay's
Southern campaign has been confined
to the tarpon off the Florida coast.

Along in the ides of November Mr.
Hanna will be startled by the manner

In which his "object lessons" come

home to roost.

It is safe to infer from the manner

In which he is talking about it that it
will not be nccessary to notify Tom
Watson of his nomination.

With a combination of Republicans,
Populists and gold Democrats down in
Texas, it will be seen that the fight for
"principles," and against mere "spoils,"
goes merrily forward.

Now that Cousin Ben Folsom has de¬
clared for Bryan and free silver, it is
hoped that no one will go so far as to
suggest that the "lunacy" has entered
the Presidential family.

In addition to absenting themselves
from Democratic meetings this year,
the Cleveland office-holders are pursu¬
ing a vigorous policy of staying away
from their official posts.

In order to show how thoroughly they
have worsted their opponents on the
financial question, the leading Republi¬
can journals are now turning their
heavy batteries on "free trade."

After listening to his own speeches
against the income tax, Hon. Bourke
Cockran voted for the bill. It is barely
possible that Mr. Cockran will convince
himself that he is wrong in the present
instance.

Colonel Watterson's remarks on "fools
and frauds" recalls the fact that this
same gentleman made a sensational
prediction In 1892, in which slaughter
houses and open graves figured con¬

spicuously.

^ning Poet has discovered that
Mr. Bryan has lost votes by every
speech he has made. The Evening Post
possesses wonderful ability for discov¬
ering things that are not so. For in¬
stance, it suddenly discovered that Mc-
Kinley was solid on the financial ques¬
tion, and withdrew all its anti-McKin-
ley pamphlets. It is barely possible that
the Evening Post is mistaken again.

With some regret the Journal is com¬

pelled to announce to its myriad read¬
ers that it cannot undertake to publish,
or even examine, unsolicited contri¬
butions on the money question. Since
this paper assumed the position of De¬
mocracy's leading champion in the
East, it has been overwhelmed with
communications discussing the cur¬

rency issue. Nearly as many urged
the gold theory as preached free silver
.a fact which showed the recognition
by the people of the Journal's perfect
fairness in giving adequate space to
each side in its "Battle of the Stand¬
ards." The volume of this correspond¬
ence, however, has become so great
that to publish one-tenth of it would
be impossible, and to critically examine
each letter and article is out of the
question. Hereafter such letters as
contain, stamps will be speedily re¬
turned to their writers. All others will
oe immediately destroyed.

PEACE WITH HONOR.
At last the threatening Venezuelan

dispute seems to be in a fair way of
settlement. The mythical "40,000 Brit¬
ish subjects" settled west of the Esse-
qulbo have been the principal obstacle
to an amicable agreement. The Eng¬
lish people and their Government have
had a natural and creditable rexuctance
to abandon these enterprising compat¬
riots who were subduing the wilder¬
ness under the shadow of the British
flag. Butx when they discovered that
the 4$,000 British subjects for whom
they were asked to fight were a few
thousand nomadic negroes, Chinamen
c 5 Indians, who worked in the mines
and cJearings for part of each year for
the benefit of a handful of absentee
speculators, this sense of racial loyalty
cooled.
The British Government now seems

willing to accept an International
commission empowered to draw a

boundary line, and one that is not nec¬

essarily to confirm England in the pos¬
session of what have been called "set¬
tled districts." The American propo¬
sition was either that the commission
should have no instructions about the
settled districts, or that if it found the
territory of one party in occupation
of the subjects or citizens of the other,
such weight and effect should be given
to such occupation "as reason, justice,
the rules of international law and the
equities of the particular case may
seem to require."
Thin is an eminently sensible basis

for arbitration, and if it meet the ap¬
proval of Lord Salisbury's Govern¬

ment, as Mr. Balfour intimates that it
does, the critical stage of the dispute
may be said to be ov^r. It looks as if
the settlement of the Venezuelan con¬

troversy would be the one unques¬
tioned success of President Cleveland's
second Administration. It is the only
case in which he has cut loose from
the malign influence of his little knot
of kitchen favorites and ranged him¬
self in harmony with the feelings of the
American people, and the only one in

which he has not been betrayed by un¬

patriotic advice into disaster and hu¬
miliation. There is such a thing as the
Monroe Doctrine, after all.

THE MEXICAN DOLLAR.
The impertinence of those employers

of labor who are striving to discredit
the movement in favor of the free coin¬

age of silver by paying off their men

in Mexican dollars is only equalled by
the shallowness of their argument.
With silver demonetized in the United
States, with the silver dollar as now

coined, standing not as a dollar at all,
but as a promise to pay a dollar.a
mere certificate of indebtedness, in
which there is no more need to put a

dollar's worth of silver than it is nec¬

essary to put a dollar's worth of paper
in a greenback.in such a situation it
is inevitable that the silver coins of
foreign countries should have here no

more than their bullion value.
The Mexican dollar is coined for use

in Mexico, and has shown itself a thor¬
oughly serviceable instrument for the
purposes for which it is designed. In
Mexico it buys just as much wheat,
just as much produce, just as much
labor as it did thirty years ago. And
what is more important, the Mexican
farmer can buy his dollar with Just
the same quantity of wheat or produce,
the laborer gives only the same number
of hours' work for it as thirty years
ago. Mexico has kept the purchasing
value of her currency stable by fre^
coinage. Her people enjoy a truly "hon¬
est dollar," because its measuring ca¬

pacity, when applied to labor or its
products, does not vary.
But, people will say, in Mexico wages

are low, the standard of living is not,
high, the nation is not great and pow¬
erful and wealthy like the United
States. All true, but more than one

factor enters into this situation. It is
not the use of silver which makes Mexi¬
can wages less than those in the United
States, for wages In Germany, France
and Italy, gold standard countries all,
also are lower. The character of the
workingman, the efficiency of his labor,
his personal ambition, all are factors
in fixing the rate of wages. Mexican
labor is not energetic. Mexican holi¬
days are many, and hours of work
brief. Yet there is among the working
classes of our southwestern neighbor a

general diffusion of comfort and inde¬
pendence scarcely excelled in the United
States. The peon labor, of which re¬

turning travellers tell tales to show
Mexico's degradation, is not free labor,
and the wages paid to peons are not
a legitimate part of the discussion.
With the use of silver as money,

Mexico has progressed marvellously
since swift justice was meted out to
Maximilian for his effort to destroy
her liberties. A great war debt has
been funded and reduced. Public works
have been undertaken. Domestic and
foreign commerce have 'wonderfully ex¬

panded. The silver dollar which the
"gold bug" employers ridicule has paid
for all, and with its aid Mexico, despite
the obstacles of a tropical climate and
an enervated people, has prospered
and grown strong.

A SURE THING IN CRITICISM.
If any misguided silverite should Im¬

agine himself invulnerable to criticism
he may as well abandon that delusion.
The Evening Post has discovered a

way of catching the miscreants under
any conceivable circumstances. When
they are of merely ordinary attain¬
ments it ridicules their "ignorance."
When their attainments are extraordi¬
nary It intimates that they are crazy.
President Andrews, of Brown Univer¬
sity, cannot be accused of ignorance
without subjecting the critic to con¬

tumely, and so the Post playfully re¬

marks that his course "in favoring the
free coinage of silver by the United
States, without the 'consent' of any
other nation, is so singular as to make
it charitable to believe that his much
learning on this subject has affected
his mental balance."
There you have it. If you do not

know everything there is to know
about the money question you are too
ignorant to discuss It. If you do, your
much learning has made you mad.
You are caught going or coming, and
you may as well admit at the start
that you are not fit to discuss finance
unless you have imbibed your Ideas
from "Coin's Financial Fool."

THE MANAGER AND THE MAN¬
AGED.

The mission of the manager is now
so important a one that without this
functionary any public man is about
on a level with a ship without a rud¬
der or a kite without a caudal appen¬
dage. As a rule the publlo man, no

matter in what walk he is found, is
noted more for the force or prowess
that has won him recognition than for
that subtle quality of diplomacy that

is the life preserver warranted to en¬

able him to withstand the rude buffet¬

ing: of the sea of fame.
The pugilist owes his success in the

ring to the efforts of his manager to

keep him out of it, and to prevent his

too frequent indulgence in the twin
diversions of the jaw and pen, because
his little hands were never made for

epistolary exercise, and his jaw was

made to protect him against the fists of
his opponent, even as his long neck
was given him to enable him to duck
under the parabolic turnip which some

hypercritical auditor projects at him
frcm the top gallery of the theatre.
After a while the servant girl will have
her manager, who will see that the

golden privileges of the afternoon off
and the use of her mistress's bonnets
and gowns are included in the con¬

tract. And it will be to the servant

girl's pecuniary profit to enlist the ser¬

vices of a manager, even if she has

to divide equally with him her earn¬

ings, as does the pugilist with his

keeper. It will be observed that the

Napoleon of Canton has a manager in
that uncanny and uncouth orchid in
human form, euphemistically known

by the general title of Mark Hanna.
who will probably succeed in keep¬
ing him out of trouble and the White

House at the same time, and de¬
feat his own object in plugging his

protege's jaws like those of a lobster
in the public mart. So carefully is
he managed that he is really more

managed against than managing, and
is not allowed to speak even when
spoken to. The Canton Napoleon will
probably not be allowed by his trainer,
who is now breaking him like a

hunting dog for the Fall campaign,
to make a public address until the

county fairs open, when he can dodge
the issues of the campaign and de¬

light and educate the neck-whiskered
contingent with his agricultural disser¬
tations upon the apotheosis of the Rus¬
sian turnip (but not the Russian cam¬

paign) and the fusing of the sea cow

and the Bermuda onion into the grand
concrete symphony of corned beef hash.
These Horatian remarks will float on

the crisp air of Autumn from one end
of the country to the other, and have
such an effect upon the voting public
that on the day after election the

Adonis with the pink plush face will
either have to look out for a new

champion to manage or seek the ser¬

vices of some one to manage his own

imperial corporosity.

SENATOR SHERMAN'S SPEECH.
Senator Sherman's speech on the

issues of the campaign.which, by the

way, he read from MS..is what might
be expected of a "financier" who, in his

long public life, has occupied pretty
nearly every conceivable position on

the money question. It abounds in such
unsupported assertions as that the de¬

preciation of silver bullion was due to

increased production.the fact being
that the check to production did not in

the slightest degree arrest the fall in
the price of silver. It is full of appeals
to the "honor" of the people to see

that the United States meets its obli¬

gations in full, and by obligations Sena¬
tor Sherman means the payment in

gold only.which must be bought at

heavy cost from those who have cor¬

nered it.of bonds which are made pay¬
able in coin, and which Congress by
formal vote has declared payable in
silver, if such be the desire of the Sec¬
retary of the Treasury.
Like a^ll of his faction, Senator Sher¬

man is more adept at attacking the free

coinage theory than in offering any

remedy for the existing ills of the cur¬

rency system, which have plunged the
National Government into debt and
have brought upon the country a period
of industrial stagnation and commer¬

cial distress of unprecedented dura¬
tion. "Let us maintain silver and gold
at par with each other at the legal
ratio of 16 to 1 until a conference among
nations can prescribe common stand¬
ards of value," is his only suggestion
of a programme. Nobody better than
Senator Sherman knows the hopeless¬
ness of waiting for an international

agreement In which England must play
the leading part, and by which Eng¬
land alone would be the loser. John
Bull is not making sacrifices for civi¬
lization's sake. And the Senator knows,
too, that we are not keeping silver and

gold at par under the present system.
The silverdollar is a mere governmental
note of hand.a promise to pay a gold
dollar. Under the existing practice it
might as well be stamped on aluminum
or printed on paper. There is no sug¬

gestion of that bimetallism which is
eulogized in the Republican platform
in the present practice. It is gold mon¬

ometallism pure and simple, and gold
monometallism is the system which
Sherman, Mark Hanna and the rest
of the prophets of plutocracy hope to
fasten indefinitely upon the nation.

Up to the present time Mr. Hanna's
campaign tactics have consisted in
throwing men out of work and passing
the hat. And this is being done under
the guise of educating the voters.

The Indianapolis conference and the
prospect of a liberal collection of cam¬

paign funds have attracted the atten¬
tion of several thrifty statesmen, who
would very much like to participate in
the work of preserving the nation's
credit at a reasonable rate per ;pre-
serv«.

A Week's Politics.
By S. E. Moilett.

I have noticed with much interest the
fervid assaults of the Rev. Dr. MacArthur
and other clerical defenders of law, prop¬
erty and the established order of society
upon the subversive doctrines of the Chi¬
cago platform. But there Is another plat-.
form, still more revolutionary, which they
seem to have overlooked. This oversight:
is natural, for the zealots who profess its
incendiary sentiments are far removed
from the respectable circles ornamented
by the political clergy. It may be
worth while, however, to quote a part of
It, to show that dangerous economic and
social delusions are not confined to the
organization that nominated Mr. Bryan. It
runs like this:
"We hold that if any man would be

perfect, be must sell all he has and give to
the poor, and it is our unalterable convlc-
tion that It is easier for a camel to go
through the eye of a needle than for a rich
man to enter Into the kingdom of God.
"We condemn the practice of laying up

treasures on earth, and hold that a good
citizen should take no thought for the
morrow, but let the morrow take thought
for the things of itself.
"We desire that our debts may be for-

given and we pledge ourselves reclpro-
cally to forgive our debtors.
"We maintain that it is the duty of every

man to give to him that asketh, and that
he should not turn away from him that
would borrow.
"We denounce the conduct of the scribes

and Pharisees, hypocrites, who devour
widows' houses, and for a pretence make
long prayer, "and we predict that for these
proceedings they will receive the greater
damnation.
"We believe that it is the duty of any

citizen whose cloak has been taken away
to tender his coat in addition, and when
any man has been forcibly deprived of his
goods, he should refrain from asking them
again.
"We call the attention of capitalists to

the fact that It Is their duty to lend, hop¬
ing for nothing again.
"We arraign the legal profession on the

ground that lawyers lade men with bur¬
dens grievous to be borne, while they
themselves touch not the burdens with one
of their fingers.
"We proclaim the urgent need of a re-

form In the judiciary, as evidenced by the
well known case of a judge which feared
not God, neither regarded man.
"We view with alarm the love of money,

which we regard as the "root, of all evil.
"We consider It advisable for rich men

to go to, as well as to weep and howl for
their miseries that shall come upon them.
Their riches are corrupted and their gar¬
ments are moth-eaten. Their gold and sil¬
ver is cankered, and the rust of them shall
be a witness against them and shall
eat their flesh as it were with fire. They
have heaped treasure together for the last

THOSE FAMOUS SUPI
The editorials of which the following a

written prematurely under the Impression
Their suppression was a matter of necessity

"The Sublimated Larynx.1'
[New York Sun.]

« . . Owing to the strong land breeze, the
tide van out a trifle stronger than usual, perhaps.
If it didn't, it was no fault of the Boy Orator's.
Some one reported as we went to press that
Dlana-on-the-Tower was suffering from dizzi¬
ness, owing to the terril-le spin the bag of winds
turned loose in the hnll below had given her.
This report is probably correct, for the subli¬
mated larynx certainly got there with both feet.
Some fastidious persons present objected to the
force of the breeze that Oratorlal Bill stirred
up in the Garden; but, pshaw! You can't have
such eloquence as Bill's without wind. Which
reminds ua that the blowing out of the open
windows of the reporter's note books necessarily
deprives our readers of the melancholy pleasure
of reading Bill's speech.those who listened being
so dazed by its eloquence that they couldn't re¬

member a word of it. Bravo, Bill! If you
only possessed the power of focussing that mar¬

vellous aeollan note of yours, It might possibly
blow you into the White House.

"Them's Our Sentiments."
[New York Herald.]

By courtesy of the Sun, we are able to present
our readers with Its leading editorial on the
morning of its original publication, instead of
the day after, as heretofore. The Sun says:
"Owing to the strong land breeze, the tide

ran out a trifle stronger," etc., etc.
When i'ou see it in the Sun, It's our senti¬

ments.

Missed the Chiincc of His Life.
[New York Tribune.]

Mr Bryan's fatal gift of empty eloquence was

observed at its best.or at its worst.last night.

days. The hire of the laborers who have
reaped down their fields, which is of them
kept back by fraud, crleth, and the cries
of them which have reaped are entered into
the ears of the Lord of Sabaotli."

I owe an apology, to Mr. Hanna's clergy
for quoting this painful farrago of economic
heresy, disregard for the rights of prop¬
erty and disrespect for the judiciary. It is
evident that the framcrs of this platform
never had the advantage of sitting under
the shadow of a modern Christian pulpit.
It is equally evident that the pulpit, at

least of the Hanna brand, has never been
Infected by these anarchical teachings.
The authors of them had considerable
credit in religious circles some years ago,
but it would be Interesting to see their
confusion if they should encounter the
Rev. Dr. MacArthur.

After the Bryan meeting the other night
there is no longer any occasion to worry
about coast defences. The garrison of po¬
licemen that defended Madison Square Gar¬
den against the assaults of a desperate
populace could be depended upon to repulse
any foreign foe. If we wished to put the

discomfiture of the enemy beyond any pos¬
sible doubt, we could provide every in¬
vader with an admission ticket entitling
him to reserved quarters in the city.

His Mixed Conscience.
"Which wnjr are yon going to vote, for gold or

silver?" asked an ingenuous man of a perfect
stranger, the other day, on a ferryl>oat.
"I don't know," replied the stranger, with

great deliberation. "I really don't know."
"On account of the mixed up state of affairs?

asked the other man, who was intent upon

learning the truth.
"No. on account of my conscience.you see my

conscience is all mixed up."
"How is it that your conscience comes to be

mixed tip?" asked the other man, bound to fol¬
low up his lead.
"Because during the day time I am a

painter."
"Is your conscience mixed up so that you

don't know how to vote Just because you paint
during the day? Why don't you paint at night
and unmix it?"
"Because at night I am a musician, and I

cannot make up ray mind just how I should
rote. I want to be consistent, and do the right
thing by my country and myself, and never feel

that I have not acted like a patriot, but 1
don't see how I am going to do it."
"On account of these professions of painting

and music?" asked the other, fairly bristling
with impatient curiosity.
"Exactly," replied the stranger. "You see,

In the day time I paint the portraits of Mc-

Kinley and Bryan against time for the banners

that hang across the streets, and I play on the
bass drum, sometimes for the McKinley proces-
sion and sometimes for the Bryan, and that is
what mixef my conscience up so that I some¬

times think my only way out of the difficulty
will be to vote the Prohibition ticket.

A Clean Record.
[Detroit Tribune. 1

The effort to precipitate a scuffle between Mr.
Bryan and his past is thus far without avail.

Let Them Town for It.
[Philadelphia Press.]

"Torn" Watson and Sewall should settle it by
tossing up a penny.

PRESSED EDITORIALS o

re excerpts, are alleged to have been
that Mr. Bryan was not a reasoning being,
when the writers discovered their mistake.

scraped a few facts and figures together into an

argument, it would have been different. But
such is not the custom with boy orators.from
the Platte.
"Meaningless, High - Sounding

Phrases."
[.New York Press.]

* . . Protection and sound money are what
the country needs, and if the Boy Wonder from
the Platte could only be induced to play a two
months' engagement in Madison Square Garden
he would help along the good cause tremendous¬
ly. There is nothing like meaningless, high-
sounding phrases to fill the ears of Socialists and
Populists, and keep them out of mischief.

"Arguments, Not Grandiloquence."
[New York Advertiser.]

New York has heard Mr. Bryan and lives to
tell the tale. A hundred years ago, his pyro-
technlcal manner of enumerating Impressive com¬

monplaces might have won him the plaudits of
the metropolis. Possibly we were nearer the
level of Nebraska standards of oratory then than
we are now, and would have been fooled into
believing that the filling of our ears meant also
the tilling of our minds. Go back to Nebraska,
Mr. Bryan. Facts and figures are what we

want; arguments, not grandiloquence.
"Tlie Apotheosized Mouth,"

[Evening Sun.]
. ? . Beyond a few ruptures in the roof,

and a slight bulging of the side walls, Madison
Square Garden suffered no perceptible injury
from its encounter with the apotheosized
mouth. . . »

His "Blatant Blare."
[Commercial Advertiser.]

» . . New Yorkers are a thinking people, a

SWELTERING FATHER KNICKERBOCKER IN A SOU'WESTER.

[From the Chic
N. B..The Tribune was enlightened too late

W« had been charitable enough to hope that he
did not. deserve the criticisms that preceded him.
We believe In encouraging young men. We were

willing to give Mr. Bryan a chance to redeem

himself, and we, therefore, went to Madison
Square Garden last night, with the fixed purpose
of immortalizing in these columns any accidental
gleams of logical reasoning which might miracu¬
lously emanate from so unlikely a source. With
this laudable determination we sat through a

memorable torrent of words, false metaphors and

glittering generalities, hoping even against hope
for a fact or a figure that would linger in the
memory". But Mr. Bryan was not equal to the

emergency. He missed his great opportunity.

"We Tol«l Yon So."
[New York Times.]

. . . We knew how it would be, and having
more Important tasks at hand than that of lis¬
tening to a succession of wearisome platitudes,
we were not present personally. Spread-eagle
eloquence, melllftluous sophistries, and ear-tick-
ttng metaphors may be all right out in Nebraska,
but they don't go in this community. Now, if
the Boy Orator had gone to the encyclopedias and,

igo Tribune.]
to suppress anything.
reflective people, a peop'le who, having the facts,
pro and con, placed before them are capable of
deducing from them the truth. The blatant
blare of Mr. Bryan's trumpet no doubt filled
the ears of the groundlings, but It challenged the
reasoning powers of none.

A Slant from Headquarters,
[Mail and Express.]

* * * Let the boy orators assail the quiver¬
ing air of Madison Square Garden from this till
doomsday; let them send women into hysterics,
and capture schoolboys with their specious elo¬
quence, thinking men are still for sound money
and protection, and, by the great horn spoon,
tbey shall have them!

An Object Lesson.
[Evening Post.]

* * * Mr. Bryan, having made his great
oratorical fiasco, so confidently anticipated, those
present at Madison Square Garden last night
will turn with relief to the Evening Post's
"Free Coinage Cataclysm," which has been
printed in pamphlet form, and is now for sale at
the low price of, etc., etc.

Tammany Tim Locates
Mis Friend Gfovef.

Buzzard's Bay by d' Sea, Aug. 1G..I
couldn't stand for it no longer, so I skates
over to note how Grove is sizin' up.
"Can youse give a sucker d' steer for

Gray Gables?" I says to a natif who seems

to be toutln' d' game for strangers.
I)' natif gives me d' tip, an' away I points

for Grove's joint. It's d' foist time I goes
aginst Grove in private, an' I'm a little
leary as to how much of a hit. it makes.

It aint a minute after I'm inside d* gates
before I collides wid a fly cop. I tumbles
to d' guy an' his graft d' second I gets
me lamps on to him. But bein' a detectif,
of course he don't tumble to me. A fly cop
is easy money that way. Change your socks
an' he'll never know you twict.
"W hat d' youse claim for your game?"

says d' fly cop, tryin' to cor'gate his brows
an* saw a scare off on to me. But I'm on to
his front; such bluffs is aged, an' don't go
wid Tammany Tim.
"Me name's Tammany Tim," I says. "I'm

an old pal of Grove's. So turn him out, I
wants to converse wid him on pol'tics."
"Aint youse a dynamiter?" says the fly

cop.
'Not on your life," I remarks. "You

can search me."
"Youse '11 do," he says.

1 hat's the stuff," I retorts, an* chases
by to d' Gray Gables ,crlb.
There's thirty fly cops, I learns, whose

graft it is to give assassins d' merry chase
when they comes plrootin' about Grove. So
far no assassins has showed up. But never
mind; there's a reception committee all
lined out to give 'em d' play of their lives
when they does blow in.

I locates Grove on d' back stoop; Thnr-
ber Is fannln' him. Thurber looks sick.
"How's she stackin' up?" I inquires; "Is

it a case of velvet, or be youse in d' hole?"
"Jim," says Grove, "I'm out of pol'tics.

Don't ask me nothinV After waitin' a bit
he says: "What's Hill doin'? Layin' dead'
I s'pose?"

Hill aint batted an eye nor wagged an
ear since d' convention," I replies; "but he
gives me d' quiet hunch on d' side he's
goin to be In for Bryan."

"Hill's too dead cunnin'," savs Grove at
the same time sendin' Thurber for d' can¬
teen. Hill overplays. Now he's comin'

5,T Bry,aU' an' he's «oln' ^ cut loose
siher; but he'll stand off till d' last

purp's beefed to force up his price."
"W hat price is Dave out for?" I asks
"Oh he wants to give d' show when Bry-

ui, f
g°eS 011 Grove- "Dave don't

want dough; that aint it. But he's out for
a Cab net place; an' is half nutty to boss

on TLf' an' hG r,nkS d' t0 ke^h
on is to hang off like he's half a dozen

sTtem!" thrUn *' Wh°le game- Jt's Wave's

thl^"°rS/u0ln' r° °laW °ff a winner in

Hill.' WaDtS t0 rlng hlm off on

thed7d'C he/ep"es: "lt>s to diph-d mu« fro'» d' Platte is Roin' to be

J5 has got peoplean youse can't stop 'em. It'll be Bryan."
.isks

°eS y°U goiu' t0 stand on it?" I

"That's where I'm dead crafty," saysGrov, forbe

TH, "r "l0 schome Is flue as silt,
1 a'nt Soiu' 'n oil the deal at all- I

passes it up. I wont talk, an' I wont
Aote for neither of d' dubs involved. That

In 1000 they 11 come chasin' to me like I'm
another Cincinnatus, an' want to ran me

tiny."'68 aSin' rm d' mn» of dos-

"I see," I says. "You're goin' to play
your hand clost to your three-sheet, an' lav
low for 1900." y

"I am," replies Grove. "rm goln. to
skin me cards dead careful, an' every time
it s me deal I'll work a bug on 'em besides
,^rT CajJu\ me d°Wn f0r 1000' an' no fail.

n-if"getsVftr ^ 'our y°ars from

"But if you aint goin' to quit d' party "

I says, "how about Eckels an' d' Carlisle'
kids an' all d' rest of them cuckoo hold-
ups? Theys either declarin' for McKinley
or fomentin' a gold break at Indianapolis-
every sucker of 'em?"

I hey takes d' wink from me Tim "

TcK.T' "S CUtS n° ,Ce Which in
.McKlnley or Bryan-an' It's Bryan as it
lays anyhow. Be sendin' them stiffs off
to bolt Bryan makes dead sure none of

,1V111 ,b6 STtandln' ,n for a nomination in
see? Xt's a thrun-down for 'em an'

makes it a snap for me-a sort of walkover
when d' time arrives." |
Then Grove asks me where Hoke Smith

is, an' what's he doin'.
"He's romancln' 'round In North Caro¬

lina d* last line I gets on him," I tells him
"He tosses me in his resignation d' other

day," says Grove, "an' I can see he's hot
I 11 put a crimp into him before it's over
for that, too. He says, as an excuse, that
he goes hunks wid Crisp when they's joint
debatln', that he'd be for silver if d' Georgy
primaries goes agin gold. I'm flggerin' he
wanted to make that promise. It was his
way of surrenderin'. Hoke was rldin' for
a fall. But I'll fix him. I'll donate him
a jolt before d' snow blows that'll break a
few of his slats."
Then he asks me what d' gang is sayin'

to silver in gen'ral. an* when I lays it off
to him that d' entire push is for silver, he
can't believe it.
"That's right," I declares. "Solid silver,

every one of 'em; not an oride guy or gold
galoot among 'em."
That was all. At d' finish Grove gives

me d' languid mlt, an' I screws me nut.
D' trouble wid Grove is, as I tinks to me.
self, as I chases meself away, he's dead
off on d' peeps, see? He t'inks theys stuck
on gold. Grove is like a horse turned
round in Its stall. It's got its tail in d'
feed box an' wonderin' where d' hay is."

C^.
^
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A Name for tJie Pooh-Poolis.
i[Fron> the Daily News.]

The newspapers who fancy that the word

Fopoerat is (in opprobrious "word are mistaken,
for when traced to its derivation it means

a man devoted to the best Interests of the com¬

mon people. A Wail Street exclusive gold stand¬
ard man who pooh-poohs the common people
is on the other hand entitled to be termed n
I'oohpooherat.

A Pleasant Position.
[Houston (Texas) Post.]

The New York Journal's great light for the
people this year is going to make it the Jour¬
nalistic power in Eastern politics hereafter.

Does Anybody Ivnowf
[Nashville American.]

Does Hon. Tom Watson know "where is
at?"

Mow Doc Tubefville,
Jockey, Rose to Fam,

Tho evolution of a jockey is one of the
strangest things in the ever changing for¬
tunes of the race course. One lazy afternoon
back- in 1892, I was sitting in a box stall
on the Oakland track watching the feeding
process of a big bay colt from whom the
stable expected much. He was already a

stake winner, and being the only money-
getter in a rather indifferent lot of thor¬
oughbreds, he was the one thing about
which the stable interest centered. He
stood knee deep in the golden straw munch¬
ing away. The top half of the stall door
was open, letting in a flood of California
sunshine. Absorbed in the colt, I was

startled by a shadow falling across the
straw, and looked up to see a little, old,
wizened, earnest face hung over the top
of the lower door. With wondering, ad¬
miring eyes the face was regarding tha
colt, seeing me not at all. I watched the
face as it watched the horse, and flattered
by this new devotee to the beauty of the
bay, I spoke to the face.
"How do you like him?"
"All right."
"Know anything about horses?"
"Nope."
"How would you like to ride one of that

kind?"
"Purty well, I guess."
The door opened at my show of friendli¬

ness, and in walked the queerest specimen
of diminutive humanity. He must have
been tip-toeing all that time at the door, so

small was he. He had on a coat that
dragged in the straw behind him as he
walked, a pair of trousers rolled half a

dozen times to give his feet exit to the
ground, a little white slouched hat through
whose rents the disordered hair stuck
out like rank weed. But that same hair
roughly framed a resolute, serious face,
years older than the body. The lad sat
him down in the straw and resumed his
watching of the colt, with an occasional
glance at me.

By and, by the cook announced dinner,
the early dinner of a racing stable. The
lad followed me down to where another
box stall had been converted into a dining
room, and sitting alongside half a dozen
other boys, who regarded him contemptu¬
ously, ate long and heartily. I left him
there and forgot him until along late in
the afternoon it came "walking time,"
when the horses take an hour of slow
treading around the stable walking ring.
When the "string" came out the trainer
had swung the lad on to an old mare of
quiet proclivities, and he dropped in at

the tail of the procession, sitting the
mare like a cavalry oflicer. That is not
a racing sent, but It is a graceful one,
and he looked a new part with the pride
of his position upon him.
That was the beginning. Without more

ado the newcomer soberly joined the other
boys in the night bedding down, and then
himself went to bed In the straw of a stall.
Next morning he was a stable boy with,

pitchfork and broom, cleaning up while
the "string" was doing its gallops on tho
track. He didn't relish that side of the

business, and said so to the trainer. Next

day he went on the track for the walking
exercise, and the next trotted and cantered
one of the bunch.
Within ten days he was allowed to "send

one atong" through the stretch, and he
sat the horse at speed with the same

Arm, although Incorrect seat which
had adopted in the walking rlli'g, and the
horse ran kindly £0f him. After that he
was o*..a of the regular exercising boys,
and a good one. He weighed not more

than seventy pounds, and his hands were

light, as horsemen say. Three or four
weeks went by, during which time he
had accumulated a suit of clothes which
touched him somewhere besides the
shoulders, and he began to get restless.
The vagabond, or something, in him had
spoken. He eyed me furtively at times.
Then one day he approached me in his
grave, dlgnlfled way.
"When are you goin' to let me rid* a

race?"
"Oh, you've got to do a lot of galloping

before you know what a starter looks
like."
Disappointed but not discouraged, he

went back to his morning galloping, and
learned how to ride with a shorter stirrup,
how to take a good hold of a horse at
speed, and all those delicate things in race

horse riding, which are so essential. His
opportunity came not long after. The rac¬

ing season opened and the flrst day "had an

owners' handicap on the programme. In
an owners' handicap the owner puts what¬
ever weight he likes on his horse. Natur¬
ally he puts up the lightest he can flnd.
We had a black mare in the barn who had
lately been showing a disposition to run

some, and she was entered. The famous
Geraldine was among the list. Others, fast
but less famous, were carded.
Casting about for a light boy, the trainer

said, "Why not the new boy?" and the
new boy it was. Told to put on the colors
and make weight for Aerolite in the thjrd
race, his gravity became almost ridiculous.
There wasn't a pair of jockey trouspra
in the barn to fit him, and a pair was

borrowed. The jacket and cap enveloped
him in a cloud of color. He was not a

graceful figure cantering down past the
judges' stand and crowd, but he was digni¬
fied always. We didn't expect to be any¬
where near the money with Geraldine In
there, but the new boy had no notion of
doing other than winning. He rode to the
post, turned his mare in line with the
others, and waited for the signal.
When the starter gave it the mare wa^

turned half around, Geraldine was tangled
up behind her, and the new boy was

looking thte wrong way for the flag. When
he came to himself the field was sixty
yards away and racing. He gave one look
at the heels of the bunch and set sail
after them. Geraldine went with him.
That rear pair raced like a team. The new

boy was almost lying on the mare's neck
and every jump brought him a notch nearer
to the flying ones out there in front. But
the gap was too big. One of the field won,
Geraldine was second and the hlack mare

third. But the winner had tied the record
for the distance, and Geraldine and the
black mare had run the last half mile at
a shade better than record time. As the
boy walked down to the stable, straining
under the weight of his saddle, one of the
lads saluted him with:
"Well, kid, they Tieat you."
Without a change of feature, and utterly

ignoring his grievous mistake at the post,
lie said: "Yes, but did you see them time
Aggers hung up there?"

I hat was the inception of a jockey career.
In after days when he had ridden many
winners, he took his grave manner and
his old face to other employ in other cities-
learned much; sent money home to a mother
somewhere in the East: got his name in the
papers on occasion of "good saddle work
and the other day drifted unknown and
unsung out of the West to put a leg over
the winner of a fortune and a Futurity
My picturesque friend of the long ago Oak¬
land afternoon was Doc TuberVille, who
piloted Ogden in the brilliant race of Satur¬
day. CHARLIES IS. TREVATHAN.


